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THE MERRY FIFTH. 


“It is not often that I can sympathize with Poor Pa, as his tastes are not mine; but when a parcel of stupid boys demean themselves so far as to burn 
an effigy of their own Parent, I must speak out. On the night of the Fifth, the back garden of Mildew Court was the scene of a great conflagration, in 
the midst of which Poor Pa—in effigy, of course—prominently figured. Mamma was frightfully indignant, and would no doubt have made things very warm 
Jor the youngsters, had they not kept her at bay with a volley of squibs. Pa could do nothing but weep. Poor man! I eould almost cry myselj.”—Toorste. 


HOW GOILES SAW THE LORD MAYOR. THE FIRE. 


—— 


It is to be regretted that, after a long search, nothing 
more relating to rae Semple’s frauds and petty larcenies 
can be found than the statement that he “had long preyed 
on the public, and wasa man of good address and genteel 
appearance,” and that, in some swindling transaction,a man 
of the name of Childe, whom Semple had defrauded, is said 
to have exclaimed, “Semple or Simple, a burnt child dreads 
the fire, I'll guard my brass.” 

It is, however, on record that, on February 18th, 1795, at 
the Sessions of the Old Bailey, Major Semple, a/ias James 
George Lisle, was indicted for stealing, in the shop of Mr. 
Wattleworth, in Wigmore Street, one yard of muslin, two 
yards of calico and one linen shirt. Of the muslin and calico, 
which he said he wanted matched for a Mrs. Coningham, of 
Egham Green, he produced two samples and was served. 
He then gave hia own name as Lieutenant-Colonel Lisle, 
stating that he had just returned from the Continent, and 
should require a quantity of shirts, and wished to take one 
with him to consult his sister, who, he thought, would bea 
better judge of the linen than he was, and that he would 
bring it back in the morning and give his order. This 
happened in November, and the draper never set eyes on 
the major again until he met him bv accident in the street 


1. “Want to see the Lord Mayor, eh?” quoth 2. “And if yer comes along o' us, we will interdnce 3. Young friend's reqnest to see the Lord Mayor, he eee , 
Sharpskin to a country looking Johnnie, who had r.” Goiles accepts their invitation readily, anda few is given a night's lodging in the station house. The in January, and gave him aay custody. No lady of the 
evidently just arrived in London. “I thort so. Now, ours afterwards is found by a policeman helplessly next morning Goiles has an interview with the Lord name of Coningham could e found at the address men- 
young man, me and my pal is perticler pals of his'n,” | drunk, and minus watch and purse. Inresponsetoour— § Mayorat the Mare-on House. Result—40s. or a month. tioned. The judge was of opinion that, as regarded the 


354 


calico and linen, it had been admitted that credit had been given 
to Mrs. Coningham, whoever she might be, but the jury tound 
the prisoner guilty of stealing the shirt, for which he was subse- 
quently transported. When called upon for his defence, the major 
said he did not mean to deny that he had unforcunately stood in 
taat dock before, but he had not spent his whole life in depre- 
dations. He had, since his last conviction, served in the Freneh and 
Austrian armies, and in both had been promoted in the name of 
Lisle; but British officers had met and denounced him as a 
swindler, and, on the last occasion, a statement had been forwarded 
to the Austrian commandant to the eflect that he had been con- 


demned to transportation, but without the fact being mentioned | 


that the time of his sentence had expired, Being thus suspected 
of being a runaway felon, he was taken into custody by the police 
and contined in prison for tive weeks, without even the use 
of penand ink. The facts heing cleared up, he was set at liberty, 
went again into the field, ana was twice wounded. He concluded 
by swearing he was totally innocent of the present charge; and 
here ends abruptly a story of which there must be much more of 
juterest to relate. 


. * * * * * 
“ Billiam,” babbled the Blue Eyed Kipper, “if he'd tried on the 
Totterin’ Turret’s Dickydodge—" 
But at this moment a well known umbrella caught Alexandry on 
the small of the back, and a bottle (empty) followed. 
(Next week, * A Pretended Murder.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
es 
© .* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelape large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose Joose stamps. 


Sorry that we cannot, DRUMMOND. Don't you know, JEM, that | 


faint heart Never yet accured fayre ladyc? or, in modern slang, 
the tart. We should recommend you, PHIL, te read * The Luck of 
Roaring Camp.” You'd have had your verses hack, VIM, but you never 
sentastamp, Thank you, HAROLD, for suggestion, but we couldnt 
make it pay. We regret it if Tins feelings hare been hurt inany 
way. No, we do not knw it, BARNARD. Really, ARCHIE, 
SLOPER begs That you won't attempt to kill the Goose who lays the 
golden eggs. Thank you for potato, Eric, Much obliged for 
cutting, DICK; As you very wisely say, Lt really isa bit “tov 
thick, ‘ 


“ALLY SLOPERS HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circutation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded toany Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States af America, post-free : 
8 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d. 12 Months. 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payaite to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHO“ LANE, PLEET STRLET, LONDON, E.G 


Weekly Contents Biils will be sent postfree W Newsagents 


on application, 


PARIS. 
On sate at all Kivsques and Bovkselicrs , at 20 centimes, or by 
speetal arrangement ateur 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Kun pe LA BAaNgus. 


— £150 — 


will be pat Tpo the newteotkin of anu Man, Woman, Boy, or Gir) 
(daily Scrrents an duty eeropted ). whe shall happen to mect 
wrth hisor her death ona Rat seay Accident, in any part of the 


United Ningtom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issuer of @ ALLY | 
pon the Deecased at the | 


nt 


Snoper’s flaur-floLipay” be | 
time of the Aecident, "ALLY SL s Haur-Hotrpay” és 
published throughout the United King tom erery Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one weck from that 
time, erniring at 8 w'clock the allowing Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—-——_— 


Poor ALLY’S not so well as he misht be, He's gota cold on his 
chest—poor, dear man, And what a line sight it is to see him 
sitting with his feet ina pint of hot water trying to tallow that old 
blazing boko of his with a penny dip. And what a pretty sight it 
js to sve that there blessed proboscis of his a melting of the tallow 
with its unnatural whisky heat, and the drops a-falling into the 

ail like blooming April showers. Quite bluoming touching, ain't 


it, jest? ae 
* 
“HALLO, McGooseley !" chorused the staff, “what makes you 
look so miserable?” “Well, [ don’t know how it is,” said 


McGooseley, “but I've lost an undershirt and—”" “You had 


better go home, my good fellow,” interrupted the Dook, “and wash | 


yourself; you'll most likely find it somewhere underneath the 
dirt.” a ¢ 
* 


«4 BIRD inthe hand's worth two in the bush.” And one arm 
round Tootsie’s waist is worth the couple of ‘em holding your 
mother-in-law steady while she’s looking over the bulwarks of the 
Calais packet while there's a big breeze on, 

s 
* 

THE following verses are from the pen of a contributor who is 
evidently no admirer of the unsophisticated maiden, and is of the 
opinion that Nature may be enhanced by the assistance of Art. 

My love she’s but a Jas-ie vet, 
‘And does not now her life endanger 
By lacing tight, whilst b/ane de perle 
Upon her checks is quite a stranger. 


She speaks no slang ; she rouges not; 
She cannot smoke a cizarette ; 
But she will learn these habits soon, 
And there'll be nothing for regret, 
* 


* 

SMOKERS are all very well in their way. Yes, but the gay 
old faster can't make the ghost of a stand up fight with his break- 
fast. The only way he can carry anything down is by first 
pappitey fine tongue with a nutmeg grater and then getting it used 
to anything tasty by rubbing it with a kipper’s tale dipped in 
paraffin, + ¢ 


“Sne stoops to conquer. Ah! well she does, my own, my | 


darlingestite. Tt was when she stooped to pick that wild flower in 
the daisy dimpled mead. Such a foot! So small that it was hidden 
by adandelion leaf, Sach an instep! So arched that you could 


have rolled a five bob piece under it. Such an ankle! As slight as \ 
the stem of a quartern and two out glass, and, bless you, there | 


jsn't another girl on this blessed earth who can come any- 
thing near that one, you bet!” y * 
* 


“HAE always had a great ear for music, Asa simple, guileless 
child of nature his tune was made out of his getting his mother’s 
toothbrush and rapping her false teeth with it, as he thonght they 


were the keys of a new sort of Lowther Arcade sixpenny dulcimer, | 
He's got on now. He gets eight of the nicest looking kiss-inethes | 


ringers at [Hampstead to stand ina row, His ear’s so accurate, that 
he can exactly tell the vatne of every note that a kiss takes on 
every one of ‘em. Simply by kissing alone he can play on their lips 
“ Mother says I mustn't” withont a single breakdown, It's wonder- 
ful; and what's mcre——" But then they rushed upon him in a 
solid body and pancaked him on the bally hearthrug. 


ALLY SLOPE 


CIES.—By hiiss Sloper. 
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FASHION FAN 


“T hear you were at a ‘smoker’ Inst nicht. 
What sort of progranime did they give you 7" 
“Didn't give me a programme at all. 
sixpence for one, and deuced dear it was.” 


Footman, Did you ring, sir? - 
‘Master (who has been quarrelling swith his better half). Ob! go to the d—l. 
Footman, My lord forgets. Iam not married, 


*Whata fine bly of cal- 
s would make! Oh! 
vy are they debarred 
from joining the army 


R’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


Theamatenr tragedian does 
| his hair like that, because | 
he wants to look like Irving. 
He can’t wear glasses, unfor- 
tunately, because of his nose. 


“T reckon you're like me, guv'nor, ain't got 
the price of a dinner about yer. Look and sniff, 
[Disyust of the Hon, Godfrey Fitzpoa. 


(Saturday, November 7, 1891. 


“Why, what's oid Jones doing with that row of cokernuts? 
Surely he isn’t going in for the cock-shy business?" “ Blees you, 
no; he's only going to stand for the School Board. Nothing gives 
‘4 man such popularity in the small divisions as when people think 
he’s dead nuts on i 4 the kids. He pats them cokernuts so as 
to get his hand thoroug ly set, patting the kids and blessing ‘em 
when he comes across ‘em. Why, he goes as far sometimes as tu 
put a little cheap scented hair oil on the cokers to make it more 
natural.” ee 

s 


“HERE comes the Prince of Wales. Why don't you take your 
hat off, man?" observed an Englishman in a crowd to an American 
cousin. ‘No, sirree,” said the American ; “IT guess I'm a free born 
American citizen, and | don't take my hat off to any blooming 
aristocrat. Who's that coming now?” “That's Rothschild, the 
richest man in this country,” replied the Englishman. “Hurrah! ' 
yelled the American, taking of his hat ; “1 wonder if he'd mind my 
taking a little bit of the dirt off his boots to put in my collection?” 


s 
THAT love is blind we often hear 
And find throughout our lives ; 
And, doubtless, that is why some men 
Possess such ugly wives. 


The husbands, though, of some I've seen, 
As faras I can tell, 

Must all have been not only blind, 
But speechless drunk as well. 


s 
“T's a well known fact,” observed the Hon. Billy, as he sent his 
nlate for the third helping of pudding, “ that large eaters are always 
‘ontented men.” “I daresay they are,” snapped Lord Bob, feeling 
‘is money in his waistcoat pocket to make sure that he had 
-nough; “it is only those who have to pay for them that are dis- 
‘ontented,” *° 


Tottie Goodenough, What a pity it is that handsome men are 
ways so awfully conceited. 
Ally Sloper, Not always, my dear, I am not, 
w= % 


= 
“Very s\d how McGooseley drinks, isn't it?" remarked Jones, 
Yes, indeed,” agreed Smith, “ His father used to drink terribly, 
you know.” “Oh, really! Then you might say that McGooseley 
has a cunstitutivxal right to drink.” 
s 2 
s 
THE world is full of funny sights, 
And many men we meet in town 
Are like balloons—they’re full of gas, 
And want to be kept down, 
se ¢ 


* 

“Husn !” said Slimeyman; “don’t repeat what I've told yon, 
mind. Kemember walls have ears.” “And I should thik that its 
a very good thing for you that they haven't mouths,” returued 
Blunt, with evident disgust. ** 

* 


Olid Gentleman (who has been looking out of railway carriage 
window), Oh, Maria, | do b'lieve we're goin’ to have a coilision! 
Maria. Pere, put this “SLOPER” in your pocket, quick, then! 
There’s a hunnerd and fifty pound insurance on that, rimember. 
= ¢ 
“Sep that fellow with the big gold watch-chainand the diamond 
>” said Brown, “Yes,” returned Tages. “He's 2 house: 
iveaker,” said Brown, Whiaeastet 1” exclaimed Tazes. *Why 
dowet you call the police, then?) Why is he adows do to—?" 
“Tush! youdon’'t quite understand, He's a contractor for Lrenk- 
ing and pulling them down, you know—worth a lot of moucy.” 
ss 


* 
IIn sang outside the window of the object of his love, 
For he fancied ‘twas the proper Way to court her: 
But she wasn't fond of music,and she di:in’y care for him, 
So quickly damped his ardour with co.d water, 
os 2 
“But, may dear sir,” said the sanitary inspector, “it is most 
unwholesome to havea cowshed so near to the house, and is sure 
to breed iilness.” “Gar on!” replied the cowkeeper ; “ thaat there 
sired’s bin theere a matter o’ five yeer, and I ain't haad never a cow 


ill onst the howl time.” oe 
= 
“My dear Mr. Ware,” said a political candidate, holding out his 
hand to a sweep, “1 am——" “All right, sir,” interjected the 
<weep: “yon needn't make your ha:d ina mess, I'm a-Loing to 
vote for you.” ** 
* 


“ How do youexplain the fact that our ears are getting larger 
and our jaws sinaller every year?” observed young Sharpshins. 
“It is a merciful provision of nature, my son,” answered old S. ; 
“for, as people spend their time in talking instead of working, so 
there is more to listen to and less to eat.” 

ss 


s 
OF true politeness it’s a test, 
There's little doubt of that; 
The man who can with calm exclaim, 
You're sitting on his hat. 
s*€ 


= 
Poor, dear girl! She's not what she used to be. Oh, dear, no! 
I knew the time when she could dance a breakdown on the 
table and drink a pint of Heidsieck off while a thunder and 
lightning storm was going on all the bally time. But now her 
nerves are that weak that the mere sound of an epemett falling, 
when a friend has been winking the other eye, has made her 


| scream so that her leather waist band has bust in half and knocked 


the cat sitting on the hearthrug stone dead. 
? 2 
= 
Jones, Have you heard about the wonderful visitation of fleas we 
have been suffering from? How are you off for them at home? 
Smith. Oh, we've got as many as we can feed comfortably ! 
Jones. Do you find many? 
Smith, Oh, no! I don't tind them—they find me. 
s 


* 
WELCOME, chilly autumn ! welcome 
With your mustard coloured fogs! 
When from uncle's kindly care we 
Exstricate our winter togs. 


Though, in order to obtain them 
(Ah, that it should e’er be said !), 

We are oft compelled to pawn our 
Lighter summer ones instead, 


* 

Tue winds have blown, indeed, lately—storm and rack and ruin, 
But how fashions change. Three years ago the roads would have 
heen strewn with heaps of the simple dress-improver of commerce, 
torn from the forms of the lovely by the violence of the elements. 
Now these birdcages have gone out of fashion, there's no fear of 
the hansom - spanking - not-as-yet - taken -to- the-knacker- broken- 
down-racer shying at one of the things in the Strand highway and 
nearly breaking your bally neck, E 


2 

“T HAVE been a teetotaler all my life,” said the good young man 
who ought to have died and been buried long, long ago. “| have 
never drank any alcohol in all my life; well 1 know the joys of 
being sober.” Then the modern philosopher hada pop in: “Why, 
you blooming old Hanwellite ! as you've never had a good booze, 
what do you know abont the joys of that? Better a yard of skin 
off your boko, and a cold night’s lodging with the doormat fora 
counterpane than all the lemonade and lace quilted four-posters 
in the blessed universe, What do you kuow, Joskins?” 


Saturday, November 7, 1891.] 
TOOTSIE ON THE TURTLE. 


—~— 


Most girls wish they had been born men. 
and wish [ had never been born at all. 

Few girls, | should faucy, would care to be men in armour—that 
is, if they had to 
wear the armour 
long atatime. In 
the good old days of 
chivalry, knights 
sometimes Wore ar 
mour that was tov 
heavy forthem,and, 
if on the battletield 
they chanced to 
eome down on the 
that of their backs, 
they lay there Lke 


I don't. I hate men, 


Hlappine their arms 
and legs, uuable tu 
arise, 

Joan of Are, of 
course, wore armour. 
and does so even 
now every evening 
at the Gaiety, and 1 
presume that her 
salary quite recoyi 
peuses her for any 


isting, But st: 
armour is not, as a 
rule, Eshould fancy, 
much heavier than 
a pastehourd mask. 

When | was so 
high, i went on ina 
pantomime as oa 
pasteboard cabbage, 
and the property man put it on to me with the eyeholes at the 
back of my head, and | fell over and just almost immolated 
mvy-e!f in the float, but was rescucd and had a benelit. 

‘hore are weak, indeed. very weak. places in some stuze armour, 
and | have read how Eiliston and De Camp once played a spiteful 
trick on Dowton, who, as the Ghost of [fun'evs Father, had to be 
Jowered throuzh a trap, his face being turned towards the audience. 
The two practical jokers got halfpeuny canes, and, concealed below 
the staze, went for the unprotected pirt of the cilves of the poor 
ghost’s legs ina way which was cruel in the extreme, contriving to 
escape before the sufferer reached the ground. A poor, untortu- 
nate young actor, however, who had beeu all an hour makiug up 
in velvet and lace 
ruffles us a fop, 
happened to be 
passing at the 
moment, and 
Dowton fell upon 
and sonsed him 
with dirty water, 
and so, as the fop 
scene waz close 
at hand, an 
apology had to be 
made to the andi- 
ence and a substi- 
tute found to 
read the part. 

The reason the 
foregoing re- 
marks have ap- 
peared here, is 
that Poor, Dear, 
Unhappy Pa has 
just requested Sir 
Angustu3 to use 
his intluence to 
enable him (Poor 
Pa) to head the 
procession as a 
nan in armour. 

Sir Augustus 
has replied as fol- 
lows: — “ DEAR 
FUTURE SHER- 
IFF SLOPER,—It 
is only the doubt that I have of your being able to permanently 
maintain your original sition on the exterior of the quadruped 
when turning corners that causes me for a momeut to hesitate 
to acerde to your generous offer to queer our show. My brother 
sheritfs and I have gone carefully into the matter, and are 
of opinion that tying your feet under the stomach of the animal 
and riveting that portion of the coat of mail which in other attire 
might be described ax the tail of your coat, a certain degree of safety 
could be insured, a3 long as you kept sober, but, on the whole, we 
are of opinion you had better stop at home and boil your head. 
P.S.—Possibly you may not be aware that the invitation somewhat 
injudiciously addressed to you refers to a banquet on the Yth, and 
not 2 bonfire on the 5th.” « 

We were at the banquet, of course, 


Robbing him of Lis only joy. 


\ 
Lx QUAY 
SS & 


SLOPER is affable. 


* * * 
and I can hardly deny’that 
Poor Pa did his 
best to drag his 
grieving belong- 
ings down intothe 
mire, Poor Pais 
getting to be too, 
too much, This 
year he went first, 
quite early in the 
afternoon, as ifar 
as I can make out, 
and long before 
the tables were 
laid. We found 
him, when we had 
been there some 
time, in a corner 
of an ante room 
to which he had 
conveyed a bottle 
of “Unsweetened” 
—not, | trust, the 
roperty of the 
word Mayor—and 
after some diffi- 
culty, having ob- 
tained possession 
of it, we mislaid it 
with care under a 
sofa cushion. 
What will be said 
when it is found? 
The Lord Mayor 
was, naturally, de- 
lighted tosee Lardiand me, but confidentially admitted that he could 
have doue without Poor Pa, Bob was about as stupid as usual, 
and the Dook Snook in front of a draughty door, resembled a rag 
ons clothes-line, As to that wretched Billy, he contrived to stamp 
onan lady's foot, and, in consequences, came to grief at the hands of 
her infurivted husband. As to that, though, women with so much 
feet would do weil to leave them at home and keep them company. 


Thyeatening Billy. 


Inconveniercer, ifex- | 


Diack beetles, feebly | 


| tenders. I 
beans, é.¢., quids, they set him up with we don't Know) as the second | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF*MNOLIDAY. 


GOOD-BY AND—— 
AS arule, in September, October, November, 
We pull a long face and we draw a deep sigh, 
And we feel jolly down in the mouth, to remember 
The blissful high Jinks of the seasou zone by. 
All depressed aud down-hearced, we mourn the departed 
Fine weather, and think, with disgust aud dismay, 
How the beautiful Summer, 
The exquisite Summer, 
The joy giving Summer has faded away, 


But our feelings, this year, are reversed altogether: 
Grim Winter's approach we look calmly upon, 
Since, however iuclement, the brumal-tide’s weather 
Cau't equal, for cusseduess, that which is gone. 
Our jinks have been marred so, o it hearts have been jarred so, 
That squeeze a few tears out we really can not, 
As we think that the Summer 
The wreiched wet suminer, 
The dismal darucd Summer has taken its trot. 


— 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER XUX, 
Henry VII. 85 to 1509, 

WHEN Henry VIL. came to the throne, as was written by the 
celebrated Simon Sloper (not simple Simon Sloper, us it is com: 
monly supposed, buy Simon Oofbird Sloper), it was the dawn of a 
new era. We have an Ara nowadays, but it is a weekly paper 
patronized by the mummer class who, when it says they're Irvin 
rubbed down with a volume of Shakespeare, is much approved, 
When the Zra dvesn't say so, then they want to bring actions for 
libel against it. ; ; 

In the reign of Henry VIL. Christopher Columbus discovered 
America. Times are changed, aid Americans who come over talk 
as if they had discovered Europe and tvuud it au uncommoniy 
poor show, ; 

During his reign Henry suffered from a severe atiack of pre- 
One named Lambert Simuel was first set up (how many 


son of Edward [V., who was murdered in the Tower; next as the 
Earl of Warwick, son of the Duke of Clarence, who was locked up 
iu the Tower. 


Lambert Simnel and his backers first went to Ireland. They had | 


their eves open going there. 

“We don’t care a rap,” said the Trish, “whether he ought to be 
king or not. He may be 2 Sloper or a dustman, a junior clerk ina 
tripe shop. or an errand boy to a 3s, 113d. bonnet builder so long 
as he’s against the English. That's the biz of the Emerald Isle, 
when Erin plays on her harp, and when St. Patrick sent away ail 
the snakes save the bhoys ye see a crawlin’ up the warrells in the 
mornin’, after a night af it at the cratur—hurroo !"” 

However, Heury whopped Lambert Simnel at the battle of Stoke- 
by-Newark. Then he didn’t off with his head, but made him a 
scullion in his kitchen. Good biz! 

At the instigation of Simon Oofbird Sloper, Henry VII. pre- 
tended to go to war with France. He drew a lot of money from 
the country and landed in France. But the Oofbird walked, The 
French offered to buy Henry off, and he took the coin according 
like. Whence the saying “he Iunded in France, he landed his 
subjects, he landed the euemy—he was a true king of Eng-land.” 

There was someune else, though, on the pretended lay. Mr. Perkin 
Warbeck was set up a3 Richard, Duke of York, who was sup- 
posed not to have beeu smothered iu the Tower, but had escaped 
s‘mnotber day. 

Perkin, althouzh the Trish did much for him, not in “twos "and 
“threes,” but in thousands—aud though the Scotch did the same, 
not in “twos” and “threes,” but iu thousands, was at last given up 
to Henry VII, who had his head off sg that he never wauted 
auother two or three of Scotch to back him up. This is sad. 

Henry VII. was remarkable for his avaricious and faving 
schemes. In this he was much helped by Simon Oofbir a 
This is the only instance of any cp ae having been known to like 
to keep as much ns a second-hand Hauover Jack. Even then the 
oof was somebody else's. 

Henry VII. died at 52—not Fleet Street. 


GIRLS—GOOD AND GOOD FOR NOTHING. 
No. 4.—THE Lazy Girt. (Goop FoR NOTHING.) 


THERE'S something in the lazy minx 
I don't at all object to. 
It’s not that I believe it right 
For girls, a proper home despite, 
To hang about the day and night, 
Regardless of their duties quite ; 
It’s not that I rejvice to see 
A FS who cannot lay the tea— 
Who's indolent to that degree. 
I don't admire, twixt you and me, 
The girl who from her duty shrinks: 
It wouldn't be correct to. 


It’s not, of course, that [ insist 
That ladies who are missing 
In homely, good accomplishment 
Are suited for the “great event”; 
Nor do I wish it understood 
I'm proving naughty girls are good: 
] wouldn't do it if | could 
And couldn't do it if I would !)— 
ut why I like them so is this, 
That when you seize them for a kiss, 
They're much too lazy to resist 
And let you go on kissing ! 
Don JUAN, JUNIOR. 


—_——__~.———— 


THE DEMON FOREMAN. 

HE was a foreman printer, fired with a literary ambition that made 
him an object of terror to all, and this was his modus operandi :— 

When “copy ” was sent to him to get it set up, he invariably dis- 
covered that it was so many lines too long or too short, or, alterna- 
tively, he would knock some of the matter out and substitute his 
own—whereupon, in the solitude of their dens, the lions of our 
paper would indulge in language too awful for imagination, 

lis favourite victim was Slumper, who prided himself upon, 
above all things, the perfection of his style. Slumper would write 
au idyllic love story redolent of blush roses, young love, true hearts 
and old-time gardens—and the Demon Foreman would discover 
it wanted four or five lines to fill up; and, after one of Slumper's 
rhythmical endings, would tack on something like—‘ So they mar- 
ried and lived ieee ever afterwards; and his mother-in-law fell 
down stairs over the coalscuttie last week, and they drew her club 
money this morning.” Slumper swore to be revenged. 

One dark and stormy night the Demon Foreman sat in the office 
giving out “copy " tothesmallerdemons, He came acrossa pastoral 
sort of story of Slumper’s, warranted to bring, alternately, tears and 
laughter, as the readers devoured each line. A red fire lizht glowed 
in the demon’s eyes, Plunging his quill in the scarlet fluid, he 
added to the soul-melting climax these words :—“ They called the 
eldest baby Arabella; and when they threw cold water on the 
infant's ardour she screamed at the parson and planted her dexter 
tootsy-wootsv in the centre of his diaphragm.” 

The skylight opened and a desperate man, who had been waiting 
there long and patiently, levelled a revolver and pulled! There 
was a flash, then a report, then a groan, then the thnd of a heavy 
fall! And the jury, without retiring, returned a verdict of “justi- 
tiable humicide.” 
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QUEEN OF THE CABYARD. 


—— 


As such waa Betsy Clarence known. But Betsy's was scarcely 
| the lifeofa queen, Rising every moruing at 5.3), she earned Ler bread 
| and cheese and 
Bermuda 4 
Ouions, and the 
B. and C. and 
the B, O. of her 
! old father (who 
had long sur- 
vived his 
| period of u-e- 

fulness as the 
driver of 
fourwheeler) 
by cleaning 
cabelamps at 
twopence per 
pair, During 
the time that 
| her father had 
| been able, so to 
| speak, to drive 
his trade, she 
had received ae 
fair education, 
and knew now 
jae good deal 
more than her 
) schvolfellows. 
Thus she came 
to be known as 
' the Queen of 
the Cabsard. 
H af F ¥ 
Shrewsbury, 
| part owner of the yard. and the possessor of the majority of the 
| 


She paused. 


cabs and horses that boarded there, was not bad looking,and Betsy 
liked him. She us-d to think, when her father was in work, that 
there might bea chance of pairing off with him. But now that she 
was poor, she reined in and kept her distance, Harry noticed this, 
and, tuking it as a sign that she didn’t cure for him, treated her 
| inditferently. 
j _ One night, as she was crassing the yard to the lamp room, she 
| fancied she heard Harry’s name mentioned. She paused and 
| listened. The voices came froma stable to her left, where Growler, 
| had been told off to sit up with a sick horse. “'E won't be back 
| affore two or ‘alf past. “E's out on a privit job, and if this ‘ere 
| stuff don’t hincapacitate his precious hanimals from work, then 
their stummicks will needs be lined with ‘alf inch iron.” 

“There's mischief being planned here,” said Betsy to herself. 

“They mean to poison Harry's horses. I must save them.” 

“ Then, as 
though 
| made up in 
| her mindas 
| toamethod 
| for its pre- 
\ vention, 
| she returo- 
ed to the 
stable door 
and knock- 
ed. “Come 
in, damn 
yer,’ was 
the answer 
that. greet- 
ed Betsy. 

“T think 
I left my 
leather in 
here this 
morning,’ 
answered 
Betsy, 
taking par- 
ticular 
stock, as 
she walked 
up to the 
further end 
of the 
stable, of a 
pint cham- 
pagne bottle—such as “ vets.” usually send medicines in. 

“No, it’s not here,” she said, pretending to look for it amongst 
some old harness that lay in a corner of an unoccupied stall. 

As soon as she had gone, the men rose from the straw in which 
they were sitting and went out to see if all was clear. In their 
absence, Betsy, hiding a bottle similar to that which she had 
just seen under her apron, walked cautiously in the direction of the 
stable. She had guessed the men would have a look round before 
venturing upon their cowardly business, Entering the stable on 
tip-toe, she hid the bottle of poison in some straw, and put iu its 
place the one she had with her, which contained water. 

The men returned just as she was leaving. 

“ Hallo!’ said Growler, walking up to her and placing his arm 
round her waist; “so you are dowu again after the leather, are 
yer? Well, suppose, my fine lady, I give you this instead”; and 
the man vidiouly pulled her to him and tried his utmost to kiss her. 

The girl 
struggled, but 
Growler was 
too strong for 
her. 

“You shall 
ay for this. 
Ir, Shrews- 

bury shall 
know—" 

“Mr. Shrews- 

bury!" laugh- 
ed Growler, 
contemptu- 
ously. 

“Well, and 
what about 
me?" said a 
voice at the 
door. 

It was Harry 
—and only 
just in timeto 
save her, 

“ And what- 
ever made you 
go into the 
stable at that 
hour? It was 
very late you 
know, Betsy,” 
asked Harry, 
the next morn- . 
ing, when he went to fetch two of the lamps the girl had cleaned. 

Betsy told him what she had heard. Then she Jed him to the 
stable and showed him the hidden bottle. 

* * * * » * 

And ina few dave, there was same double-harness wanted, and 
Harry Shrewsbury, the cabowner, became a witeowner too, 


The hidden bottle, 


} PAID MEMBERS: A OREAM OF THE FUTURE. . 

"| Tom. 1 say, Bill, won't we Lave a bloomin’ time of it SWEET INNOCENCE. 
t when you and me ure M.P.s? Fair One (musingly). I wonder whether I shall obtain any 
f Bul. Right ye are; we'll show ‘em what's what. partners to-night ? 


©4¢ Afiss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those | 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet béen inserted. | 


} TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


(). It was A. SLOPER'S intention, when he went to the Gaiety the other evening 
to interview Mons. Murins, t+ induce his young friend, the New York Herald, to 
sound a fanfare announcing his arrival ; but when he pnt it to Miss Agnes Hewitt, 
she treated him with scorn, In vain he argned that it wonld be looked on by the 
world asa pretty compliment paid by America’s leading journal to England's first 
comic. But no, he coud nut get the tinyest blast from those cherry lips. Discun- 
solate he made his way to Mons, Murius's dressing-room, Having to pass that of 
Mr, Arthur Roberta, he peeped in; ‘twas empty. Artlur was en the stage attended, 
no cee by his dresser with a woollen STAP and a gias- of water.—(2). A rebar 
* ree struck him. Why not interview his friend, Mons, indum show ? Splendid idea ! 
“There is. a wealth of sweetness in her smile."— The DookeSnook. Cautiously he entered, slipped inte Arthur's L'Ewant Prodigue dress, Thastily male 
“No feeble words of mine can paint her beauty.” —Lord Bod, up, and presented himself before King Charles of France, otherwise Mons. Marius, 

— (3). The Eminent’s pantomime was simply immense. 


He clap 
“Oh! that my love would smile upon my suit."—The Hon. Billy, , pointed his finger ww his meuti, stroked bis throat, aud gasped. 
= —Eee ——— SSN —— See ee cen 


McSWINE SUFFERS 


No. 207.—M1ss AMY HOLMES, ° 


his hands, 
‘or a long time 


(2). McSwine's voice ‘from the bank roared, “Cum oot o' that, 
ye corny tued blue bottle.” 


(1). The Elder's liver has been ont of order for some time; and_whiile 
awaiting his fate the other day, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


JOLLY TARS. 


“ What a beastly bore the Na-na-navalries is closed, for wh-what 
a lot of jolly Tar-tar-tarts one met there.” 


(3). Later on he said, “ He’s 


(Saturday, November 7, 1891. 


“T have had my new evening dress 
made rather short in the skirt, and in 
spite of my reiterated assurances that 
it was all for economy, my husband 
persists in objecting to it."—Aztract 
trom Letter of Young Lady. 


seguro  ly eree ee) ee 
DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MONS. MARIUS. 
3 ¢ 


Ne 
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Mons. Marius watched his movements with a puzzled look, then, suddenly his face 
lightened up. “Ha. ha! dear old boy!" he cried, “7 see- you want a drink—you 
shall lave it!” He had it. And then dispensing with pantomime, although A. 
SLOPER'S host admitted there was nothing to equal it at the Prince of Wales, they 
got talking of the days of old at the Strand.— (4). Of the blustering De Merimac, 
and all the rest——(5). “Ah, Mons.!" sighed the F.O.M., “it seems but yesterday 
that a gallant young actor, which his name was Marius, threw up his part here in 
Chilperre to go and fight asa frane-tireur for beleagued France. By Heaven! they 
were stirring tines! Shoulder to shoulder we stood outside the walls of Paris, 
while Prussian bullets flew like bail around us—while Prussian cannon balls—— 

Were you there?" inquired Mons. Marius, in astonishment. “Only in spirit. Mous., 


only in’spirit.”| “Which its name, dear old boy,” cried Mons. Marius, slapping the 


Wreck on the shoulder, “is * Unsweetened.’ Farewell! Tam wauted on the stage.” 
The Eminent consequently meandered to the front and enjoyed the : urlesqne. 


FROM THE ELDER’S LIVER. 


tied wanes ‘tne me feet, made a backbin o' me stick, and A feel 
ua Letter than yin o’ me ain bulls.” 


Saturday, November 7, 1891.) ALLY: SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 3 | 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here I am once more, you see, ladies and gentlemen, fully confident of your kind patronage for this lad of mine, Escaped from durance every time :—A horned woman—what ago! A splendid 

a complete, entirely new and original Show, Walk up then, please, same old prices —The C.C. | capture for a show :—The vestry left refuse to rot, And very rightly got it hot :—There you are, 

granted, so they say, Some licences the other day :—The Brewers’ Annual Show, I hear, A great | that’s the finish. The Lord Mayor's Procession takes place on Monday, and you will have an oppor- 

success has been this year :-—Now Rochdale has another sight, A statue of the late John Bright :— | tunity of judging whether it possesses a tithe of the attraction of the unique and capital eutertain- 
| 


There's silver now amongst the gold, Fur Teddy's half'a century old :—Though thrice locked up, | ment presented to you weekly by your old friend ———THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 
—- rr re 
z ' 
I A QUIET NOOK. 


" y 
Wire (literary). Tam just going to drop in the British Museum to 
see abuut that book. Luncheon from one to two, you know. 

Husband (absent minded, who hus just backed a hurse), One totwo? 
you have been robbed! Why, I got two to one against, only an 
jour ago. 


OUR GOOSE CLUB. 
A new and most welcome member, 


He (about tu propose. T am so glad to find you inthis nook all by yourself, dear Miss Firebrand, 
I want to make a confession to you. The fact is, lam in search of a wife— 
She (interrupting, laconically). Whose wife? 


THE ALARM. 
“Who's that a-calling so swect 7” 


“Tve given you your right fare, If you are not satisfied, you can 
summon me. Here's my card. 


358 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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Tur hobbledehoys residing in the vicinity of Shoe Lane have 
een busy lately preparing tur the merry Fitth, and the attempts 
niitde tosecure the aasist- 
auce of A, SLOPER in 
raking in the vof are as 
humerous us they are ob- 
noxivus, But A, SLOPER 
surrouuded = by trusty: 
friends aud strongly 
fortitied with “Un- 
sweetened,” has, up to 
the present, bravely with- 
stuod all onslaughts, It 
seems that au uuanimous 
wish has been expressed 
by these denizeus of 
* Slummy London, to the 
eifect that the Emiueut 
should be exalted to the 
position of Champion 
Guy of the neighbour- 
hood; but while tho- 
roughly appreciating the 
honour doubtless iu- 
tended him, A, SLUPER 
has declined to accede to 
the universal demand, 
Great indignation pre- 
vails in the locality at 
this brutal refusal, anda 
raid on “ The Bloperies a 
is hourly expecte . 


4 
CLEVER Miss Fanny 
Silby, who is at present appearing in The Union Jack with much 
success as Polly Pippin, has been eugaged by Mr. J. F, Ellison to 
play a leading part in his forthcumiug pantomime at Bolton. 
SLOPEE's love to you, Fuuny. » « 


THERE is a man existing at Barnstaple who doesn't know what 
is good for the rising generation, His name is Pratt, and at a 
meeting held iu his uvsighbourhood, fur the pee of hearing au 
explapatiou of the objects of the National Home Readiug Union, 
this idle Pratéler actually displayed his ignorance to the extent of 
declaring that the rising generation should be encouraged to read 
eomething better thau “ALLY SLOPER.” Oh, Mr. P., Mr. P., we 
wonder if everything was of an “instructive ” nature you read 
when you were a kid. If 80, what a dear, delightful, goody-goody 
little prig you must have been, bee 


s . 

A, SLOPER wishes to call the attention of the public, the “ Friv.” 
girls, the crowned heads of Europe aud various other celebrities to 
the fact that “ Taradiddles,” 
a series of mirth provoking 
whackers, by A. Dewar Wil- 
lock, with equally sidesplit- 
ting illustrations by W. F. 
Thomas, the whole forming 
the “Round Table Annual” 
for 1392, was published on 
November 2nd, and can now 
be had for the ridiculously 
cmall sum of ls. at any rail- 
way bookstall, any sensible 
newsagent’s, or post free, 
Is, 24./., from “ Judy” Office. 
The “Round Table Anuua!” 
always makes a considerable 
stir at this period of the year, 
but the rush for it this time 
is altogether unprecedented. 
Ask for “ Taradiddles,” then, 
and sev that you get it. 


THE Dismantled Structure 
has this day been pleased to 
confer his “ Award of Merit” 
upon Davip Evans, because 
he's the new Lord Mayer, 
“ Feyther,” chirped the Cern- 
Jean Orbed Mace Bearer, “ it 
seems to me that this ‘ere 
Award is intended to sorter 
propitiate the festive Evans 
so that he'll Jet you down ' 
easy when you're hauled up before him after a committee meet- 
ing at the Rumfoozlers. It strikes me very forcibly that of all 
the artful old kidders”"——but, at this moment, something else 
struck Alexandry very forcibly, and two minutes later he retired to 
doctor the bruises. ** 


Mr. I, GINNETT, proprietor of the Circus of that ‘Ilk, certainly 
deserves to succeed. To commemorate the jubilee of the institu- 
tion of his show, a handsome Hippodrome has been built in the 
North Road, Brighton, at a cost of £13,000; the inauguration, of 
which took ages on the night of October 19th, when a capital 

rogramme, in which figured some of the best equestrians of the 

y, was placed before the public. The building is not quite so 
large as the London Olympia, but is, vevertheless, roomy aud com- 
fortable, By the way, there is no truth in the rumour that the 
Emivent was first attracted to Ginnett’s Circus, because the name 
of the worthy boss possesses a Ginny tlavour about it, 


> 

Thérése Raguin, which was originally produced at the Independent 
Theatre, and from thence transferred to the boards of the Royalty 
cannot be. said 
to have had a 
very successful 
career, and in re- 
receiving ‘ mar- 
ching orders” 
last week it only 
obtained its 
desserts, as a 
piece less suited 
to the English 
stage it has 
rarely been our 
lot to witness. 
There was a cer- 
tain unhealthy 
and immoral 
tone throughout 
the whole story, 
utterly at vari- 
ance with good 
taste, and, for 
the sake of the 
profession in ge- 
neral it is lucky 
that the play has 
been allowed to 
return to that obscurity from whence, as far as the English stage is 
concerned, it never vught to have beeu dragged. The company, 
of whom, perhaps, W. L. Abingdon and Mrs. Wright were the most 
romiuent members, struggled hard with their respective characters. 
t that the task was au obuoxjous one could be plainly seen, avd 
they are to be sympathized with on beins condemned to represent 

such repulsive personages as fell to their lot. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


Miss HETTIE CHETTELL, who is so well and so favourably 
known in the provinces by her rendering of Margaret Norton in 
The Squire's Wife, is at present winning 
golden opinious in the North by her clever 
Impersonation of Ethel Arden ia Zhe 
Union Jack. Miss Chettell 3562 to Liver- 
00] at Christmas, where she will exsay 
er first role in pantomime, and she carries 
with her ALLY's blessing and best wishes. 

* 


s 

THE ham and beef shop, 22 Fleet Street, 
fondly reminiscent of prime pork ‘uns 
and bygone Sluperian revelry, will this 
Lord Mayor's day again be the scene of 
wild dissipation calculated to blanch the 
cheeks and bleach the hair of every indi- 
vidual member of the City police. The 
Eminent and the entire Family will 
again grace the frout winduws of this 
porcine establishment, and may be ob- 
served free of charge as long as they remain 
sober, The Old Man’s condescension is 
really great, and the look of gratitied 
pride upon the faces of the various civic 
diguitaries as the Eminent gracefully 
recognizes them by dropping a handful 
of winkles or other handy delicacies into 
their carriages is reall x almost pathetic. 


* 

Now is the time, for all those among 
our readers who have suicidal tendencies, 
to shu@le off their mortal coil. With 
the present cold, gloomy outlook, rain 
pouring down with tantalizing monotony, and fog almost. thick 
araee to walk upon, # better opportunity could wot possibly be 
afforded them, Life under these circumstances is, indeed, a dreary 
existence. *,* 


IT is stated that the late W, H. Smith has left to all his em- 
ployees who bad been in his service for upwards of tea years,a sum 
of money equal to one year’s salary, If this statemeut is true, it 
is only one more examp'e of the generous nature porsessed by the 
right honourable gentleman who's death no yue more regrets than 
A, SLUPER. e* 

a 


Ir may not be generally known—bnt it is, nevetheless, a fact— 
that the en possesses and wears constantly a bracelet hung with 
innumerable tivy Jockets, kvery time a grandchild is born, a 
locket is added as a souvenir of the event. It is rather a pretty 
idea, but at the present rate in which the Royal Family are increas- 
ing the population, that bracelet will soou become altogether tuo 
heavy for comfort, — 

s 


THE Lord Mayor's Show is one of those institutions which have 
outlived their popularity. Like Christuuas, it ouly comes once a 
year, but that 
doesn't make 
it any less a 
nuisance, 
Trattic Sus- 
pended, Fleet 
Street is not 
a pleasant 
thorough fare, 
and the liter- 
ary frequen- 
ters thereof 
would, doubt- 
less, Jong ago 
have denounc- 
ed the show 
as a useless, 
expensive relic 
of bygone 
pageantry, did 
it pot furnish 
them with 
material for 
abundance of 
“copy.” Still 
it’s an iil wind 
that blows 
nobody good, 
aud we must 
not forget that the procession gives eexployiment to several 
hundreds of individuals, creates quite a stir in the wine and turtle 
trades, and livens up the pocket picking prvufession wonderfully, 

* 8 


a 
“ ELEVATED again, feyther,” bleated Alexandry, as the Old Man 
went sailing aloft at the top of a powerful rocket, which the Blue 
Kyed Budiet had attached to his coat-tails, Then,as the returning 
body of the Eminent fell across the upturned face of the genial boy, 
shrieks were heard, and father and sou were once more locked in 
tender embrace, ee 
* 


THE Thirteenth Annual Brewers’ Exhibition, held in its old 
quarters at the Agricultural Hall, has proved the most successful 
of the series from every point of view. The enterprising 
Mana ing Directors, Messrs. Dale aud Reynolds, are to be con- 
gratulated upon the quality and number of the exhibits. To the 
efforts of these gentlemen the success of the exhibition was mainly 
due. To the Eminent himself this particular exhibition, of course, 
proved of more than ordinary interest, as his partiality for strong 
drinks is well aud widely known, _ 


Sd 

From an early hour on the morning of the 23rd ult., the line of 
route taken by the Doddering Jamborevist and the satellites of his 
court, on their visit to the South 
London Palace, was the scene of 
phenomenal excitement. The recep- 
tion accorded them in the streets 
was immense, and was only exceeded 
by the ovation which greeted their 
arrival at Mrs, Poole’s popular esta- 
blishment, where, from the compara- 
tive privacy of the Royal Box, 
A. SLOPER enjoyed a really capital 
entertainment. Dan Leno was there 
—all there, in fact—so was Harry 
Pleon; whilst Nellie L’Estrange, 
Lizzie Howard and Amy Lyster, 
caused the Eminent to once again 
regret the existence of Mrs. 8. The 
distinguished party remained until 
a late hour, and returned home in 
their state conveyance and an ad- 
vanced state of intoxication, 


s 

ATTACHED to all the first class 
cabs in Berlin is a little meter which 
records exactly the distance travelled 
and the fare due, Oh for such an 
arrangement in London, for verily 
the average cabby becometh yet 
more extortionate and_ insolent 
daily. “Do you call yourself a 
genelman ?” was the sarcastic query 


of a surly oe who had already 


| 
+ | \ 
received at least a shilling over his 


fare, “No,” was the smart rejoinder of the fare; “1 don't eall 
myself anything so expensive.” 


(Saturday, November 7, 1891, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR YOR TUB WEEK ENDING NOVEMBER 16TH, 189), 
—ee 

8th November, 1879.—A French journal, of this dat. 
describes the ancient ceretuuy of the Blessing of the Dog, once, 
general custom on St. Hubert's Day (November 3rd). The [,, 
d'Aumale's chief huntsman, Hourvari, held in a leash KRabagas he 
oldest member of the pack. Gravely seated on tbe steps of ti... 
altar of the parish churcu, Rabagas seemed to receive with sou. 
surprise the holy water and the Orleaus’ cockade, which w., 
attached to his neck, but he committed no iudecorum like his pre 
decessor, who devoured @ wax candle, At the elevation of th. 
Host, the six huntsmen sounded ou the trumpet the blast of s; 
Hubert, and, on leaving the church, gave the Reéveil du Veneu,, 
Afterwards, the Orieaus priuces aud three hundred guests hunteu a 
stag. 


$$ $$$ 
Oth November, 1891.—The earliest printed description of 
the Shows on Lord Mtiny or's Day is that by George Peete, in 1545 
when Sir Wolstan Dixie was installed. It may be curious to many 
of our readers if we here note the rarity and consequent value of 
these old pamphlets, The copy bought for the Guildhall Library 
of Peele’s pageant cost £20; it consists of four leaves only, thus 
valued at £5 each, i 
a aR A 
10th November, 1674.—" Milton,” says Aubrey, “died of 
the gowte, struck in the 9th or 10th November. His stone is now 
removed (1681). There was a report of the poet's remains being 
disturbed trom their place of burial, and fragnents of his skeleton 
carried off by relic hunters. Vhilip Neve says that the coffin was 
removed and the remains exhibited on August 4th and Sth. 1790, 
George Stevens, however, states that the remains mentioned proved 
to be those of a woman, 


llth November, 1832.—Ruikes, under this date, eays — 
“The Duchesse de Berri bas been tuken at Nantes, She was found 
concealed, with Mlle, Kersablie aud MM, de Menars ard Guibcis, 
ina secret recess behind a chimuey, in which the Guards seut to 
apprebeod ber had, by accideut, lighted a tire. They were all 
uesrly suffocated by the beat to which they were exposed during 
eight hours before they would discuver themselves.” 

12th November, 1884.—On this day, at the assizes at 
Winchester, Heury Willian, a private inquiry agent, who gave 
evidence in the Poole licensing prosecutions, was sentenced to 
seven years’ pena) servitude fur perjury. 

12th November, 1864.—Two notorious informers, John and Tom 
Stowell, were well known some forty odd years ago in London, 
Tum Stowell was a “lawyer” at the Tombs in New York, and 
eventually took up his abode in Brooklyn. John opeved a private 
detective and divorce agency in Nassau Street. John did the 
swearing, and T«m filled up the papers, and iv this way some very 
extraordipary divcrces were procured, Tom cheated a client cf 
1.00 dolls., and bolted to Cavada, where he died a pauper; and 
John was this day murdered by one of his victims, whose hearth 
and home he had despoiled.and broken up. 


18th November, 1736.—A Mayor of Stamford, who died 
iis day, left a certain sum of money to encourage the cruel port 
vt bull running in that town. 
“A ragged troop of boys and girls 
De follow him with stones, 
With clubs, with whips and many nips 
They part his skin from bones.” 


14th November, 1725.—The Princess Sobieski, wife to the 
Pretender, this day retired iuto a monastery. 


UST THE DIFFERENCE. 
HEIR courtship was a dream of bliss ; 
Each moment spent with her 

Was snatched from Paradise, at least 
That's what he'd oft aver. 


They're wedded now, the life they lead 
No mortal tongue can tell, 
It’s not a bit like Paradise ; 
It more resembles 
Well, the twelfth letter of the alphabet. 


ooo 


AN ORPHAN. 

“An, sir!” said the none-too-cleanly old gentlcman, against 
whom we got wedged when registering our vote for the Member 
for the Strand, “you talk about Smith: 1emivds me o my cousin, 
the Bill Stith. e was a wonderful bloke! Y’ know, he'd gota 
gallus big mouth, and he allus rather fancied histrelf on ‘eount o that 
mouth o' his. They say as pride goes afore a fall, an’ 1 don’t mind 
tellin’ you a cur'us thing us ‘appened to Bill one day.” 

We nodded assent—we could do nothing else. 

“Some coves up in Cov'n Garding Markit bet him he couldn't 
swaller a ‘en's egg whole—shell an’ all. Bill—I s’pose hed ‘ada 
drop o’ tiddley-wink, same as we're all liable to—he bet he could. 
Well, he gits the egg about ‘alf way down aud, blow me pink ! he 
can't get it not further. I always think as it must ha’ got ‘ung on 
somethivk and stuck there. Anyhow, he carried that Na? abcut 
for over three weeks, he did, an’ had to be gallus careful to keep 
sober, ‘cos if he had rolled agin anythink an’ bust the egg up, dont 
yer know, he might ha’ give hisself himformation o’ the !arry- 
something or other. By-an'-by Bill got funky, an’ he goes to the 
‘orsepital. Wen the ductor eee ‘im he outs with ‘is bloomin’ kuife, 
sticks it into Bill's beer funnel, an’ cuts out the blosscmin’ egg! 
Blowed if he didu’t want to put it in eperrits as a kewrosity : but, 
while they're a-argifyin’ about it, strike me laveyder! there's a dit 
ofa ‘chuck, chuck,’ an’ s’ welp me tea-toast-an’-butter ! jf there 
warn't a young chicken a-‘hoppin’ about as cheeky as a Orse 
Guard's sparrow! Bill took it ‘ome along of ‘im aud brought it up 
—he said it ‘ad a sort of claim on ‘im, bein’ ‘arf a orphan, as you 


may say. 
atte. what happened to it?” we asked, as we surged towards the 
t box, 


“y" see, it’s ‘erreditary in our family.’ 


And that man was a Strand voter! 
————E 


THE DISH HE COULDN’T STAND. 

ON more than one occasion, during a varied and chequered 
career, we have heard un travelled enthusiasts declare French cock- 
ing to be a poem. We have never contradicted these visionaries, 
because we felt sure that if they only went on long enough at the 
“ poetry" they'd come back with a viliated palate and an aching 
void in the region below the diaphragm, to honest British “ prose, 
with “Yorkshire.” And, only the other day, we sat in a cafe in the 
somewhat unfashionable Boule vard Straxbourg, in Paris, watching 
an eager, hungry believer in this culinary poetry disenchapt himself. 

“Try some of this.” we said, indicating the dish on the menu 
with our honest British forefinger. : . 

It came up, and we never saw anything more like fried bootheels 
dipped in glycerine in our lives; but he got away with it. 

“Have a go at this,” we said, selecting another plat at random. 

Did you ever see a boiled eland’s hump served in aniseed? W ell, 
this was it; but he struggled on with the heart of a lion, and just 
got through. 

“ Here's a dish you've not tried,” we suggested, and beckoned to 
the garcun to fetch him a “ portion,” . 

When it was set down befure him we saw him squirm, He com- 
pressed his nostrils and picked up his fork, but it was clear that 
this chef d’eucre had settled him, With a mighty effort he 
turned away, and, in a tone of wrath, called the waiter. 

“Look here, you son of a fishfag,” he cried, “I can put up with 
a good deal. but I'll be sugared if | can stand sardines wra ped in 
pig's fry. Get my revolver out of my right hand coat pocket and 
send up the cook!" 


01 
“Well, sir, it died o’ consumption,” replied the ready liar,— 
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pier seen) eee eoec er November 7, 1891.) 
CONDEMNATION BY CALIGRAPHY. 


[The new students of Grapbology, or Character by Handwriting, declare that 
in many cases certain forms of penmanship indicate “ want of truth,” etc.) 


Hin! hy f ke 
S Hin! ba btn Tateragrocaliby handwriting, 


debs unleuliyo 
ali Ln oe ge If the handwriter * nice” is, 
“* —— Or if he hath vices, 


ey yeenies , Or given to fierceness or 
C ged € ic: Z fighting. 


Comparisons they are inviting, 
Curiosity daily exciting ; i 
sd plasters they can “spot” 


pons oy ae again are de- 


ig fact, that they've “got” 


yo 
On least when they see your 
handwriting 


So be careful whene'er you're 
inditing 
Any “ business ” or bdillet-dour 
“writing,” 
Or your 
hangers 
Wi) Y May show you tell “bangers,” 
Or that in dark deeds you're 
delighting. 
Above all, if per pen you be 
pli ghting 
Your froth then due care don't 
be slighting, 


pothooks and 


7 the lady 

May fancy you're “shady,” 

And “chuck ” you, all through your handwriting ! 
CERO IAG 


A FEARFUL AWAKENING. 


HvcpIBRAS MILTON BROWNISGSTONE was a poet; not an 
ordinary, commonplace poct writing for the comic papers and 
accepting the filthy lncre of bloated manufacturers of pills or toilet 
soaps in return for verses éulogising their wares, but a real long 
haired, drevmy eye, velvet jacketed poet ; a writer of sonnets, of 
odes, of idyls, which, although invariably rejected by Philistine 

ublishers “unable — poor wretches !—to appreciate the exquisite 
Penuty of the lines, nevertheless, when read to entrance and 
breathless audiences at any Of the numerous “At Homes” of 
which he was the lion, gained him a reputation sufficient to turn 
the head of one not imba~d with the modesty of true genine, 

Ah, how we all worshipped, adored, idolized him! and I—I— 
ever since he indited that 
“Sonnet on my Tontsi- 
cums,” felt drawn irre- 
te towards him. [ 
seemed to know in- 
stinctively that he was 
mr affinity —that my 
thoughts were his, that 
our hearts beat in unison, 
But when, on that me- 
morable night on which 
he moved” his entire 
andience to tears by the 
simpe pathos of a just 
completed “Ode to a 
Dying Duek,” [heard 
his languid but polished 
rebuke to aservant, who, 
unvwara of his identity, 
offered him refreshment, 
all the pent up passion 
of my romantic nature 
awoke,and [ felt | loved 
as woman ne’er loved before. 

| saw little of Hadibras Milton again that night. He left early. 
The servant's question he told us had shattered hia delicately strung 
nerves for the evening. That he, the Apostle of the Beautiful, the 
Lyrist of the Never Dreamt Of, the Poet of the Beauteons Unseen, 
should be snspected, even by a menial, of anything so horrible, so 
mundane, as the consumption of gandwiches, was too much for his 
sensitive nature—he who kept body and soul together he himself 
knew not how—an oceasional water melon, 2 lily leaf, « dried sun- 
flower, being all the nourishment nee ever passed his lips. 


* * * 
The following day saw me shop ing in Bond Street. “Al I 
emerged from my milliner’s [ caught sight of a figure [ knew 
well. There was no ee it—that hair, that gait, that cloak, 
it must be—it was—Hudibras Milton. A sudden impulse seized 
me. Telling the coachman to wait, | followed him—followed him, 
until he turned into a side street and entered a little Italian 
restaurant. Ah! ‘tis here, then, that he obtains the slender fare 
on which he subsists. The cunning hand of a child of sunny Italy 
can alone premre the delicate viands. But what eats my beloved 
to-day? salmi of suntlower, a lily croquette—stay, why not 
see’—I feel I must. Swinging open the glass door I enter—enter 
to see Hudibras—dreamy, ethereal Hudibras—drinking stout from 
A pew.er pot, and devouring, wolfing, an UNDERDONE PORK CHOP 
AND A BRAISED SPANISH ONION. 
aes 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 19.—EpDITH TREVELYAN. 


I's prone to peace; yet "now 
1 mean to pick a crow 
And have a thundering row 
With Andrew Lang & Co. 
For those fond folk who give 
Their minds to fond Folk Lore 
Declare that fairies live 
Upon the earth no more. 


I'll force those worms sedate 
To seek the “ Friv.”’ with me, 
And there I'll bid them wait 
To see what they shall see. 
And soon apon their sight 
Shall burst a vision fair— 
A form ethereal. light, 
Slight, bright an debonair. 


And on their hearts shall fall 
A witching spell of bliss, 
And “By the rood,” Hig "Il 
equall, 
“Some modern Mab is this ! 
Yes, when each doting loon 
Sees Edith of the “ Friv.,” 
He'll own that ‘neath the moon 
One fairy still doth live! 


} —_—>——— 


A PARALYZER. 

The Eminent.—When you sar, 
sir, that it's the correct thing for ladies to write poetry if they 
feel built that was, ron're simply talking bankum, sir. Man alive, 
the happythem “ Poita nascitur, non fit” has been extant since my 
grandtather’s time 

Professor Peddygoq. But what on earth has that to do with it? 

The Eminent. Go aways, you ignorant old driveller! I'm wasting 
my time, talking toa man what don’t know [atin nor proverbs ! 
Why, the merest applewoman knows that “ Poéta nascitur, non 
fit” meaus, “ A poet is not born a maid.” 


esses 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_— 


Gaiety Theatre, Strand, October 14th, 1891. 
MY DEAR ALLY,— Words cannot express ny joy at receiving the 
one thing on earth [ longed for—your “ Award of Merit.” Every- 
thing comes to those who wait, they say; and it’s mine at last, 
till death do us part. Give my very kind regards to all your 
sweet Family, and believe me, dear ALLY, your ever true and 
sincerely grateful friend, ALMA STANLEY, F.O.8, 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 


0. 86.—HE RECEIV 7 A CoMFORTISG LETTER FROM 
Vay Down, 


THERE came a little dicky bird 
And chirped in SLOPERS lug, 

And, when the tidings SLOPER heard, 
His nails i in his flesh he du 

“4 guy 2—a bloomin’ guy?" he shrieked, 
“Vile Richard Bird, you lie!” 

“Go there yourself ! the warbler squeaked, 
“IT repeat it, sir—a guy! 


“But guys is things,” quo’ Cobblerswax, 
“ What's made on Guy Fawkes’ Day,— 

Of murderers, traitors, Ripp:r Jac ks, 
And sich-like skunks as they ! 

Replied the bird, “ That's mighty true, 
Yet on my tip ‘rely : 

The roughs have sworn to make of you, 
On Guy Fawkes’ Day, a guy ! 


Away the feathered songster sped, 
And, while poor SLOPER tore 
His locks luxuriant from his head, 
In seventeen tongues he swore. 
“Now, has it come to this, by Jove! 
That fiends will make oi |— 
The F riend of Man, the Saintly Cove— 
A guy /—a bloomin’ guy? 


He could not stand this grievesome thought, 
That thonght he could not sit, 

In vain to gain relief he sought 
By lying down to it! 

Bur soon he murmnre sd, with a smile, 
“Ullseck advice trom my 

Mahatma: for ['m jammed i iT 
Be made a bloomin’ guy ! 


Old Tinribs, always up to date, 
His own Mahatnia keeps; 

To whom he sobbed, * Precipitate 
From Pluto's deepmost deeps, 

Or Jove’s high heights, a note to state 
How I—the world famed | !— 

Mav ‘seape the darned disgustin’ fate 
Of bein’ made a guy ! 


Up throngh the floor of SLOPER'Ss room, 
At midnight’s hour, there rose 

A note, which banished all his gloom, 
And dried his tear-edimmed nose. 

“Take heart!" the weird Mahatma wrote, 
“Behind black death's black veil, 

Ttwiz that this attempt to gloat 
Over thy disgrace wil 1 fail ! 

The ronzhs can't MAKE a guy of thou, 
Though, doubtless, hard they'll try: 
How ean they ?—sinee thou’ rheren now 

A guy—a blooming guy !!' 


——__————— 


SEARCH THE SCRIPTURES. 


SomMEBODY'D told him that they'd bite all the readier on a wet 
day, so he had been sitting all that mortal afternoon in a flat- 
bottomed pant in mid-Thames, watching the tain drops plashing 
in the yellow-brown river. Darkness came, and with it a necessary 
cessation of rod-holding, but nary a bite had been bitten, 

Weary and rain soggrd, bnt with still a spark of the old school 
fisherman within him, he entered his house and was in the act of 
opening his mouth to ‘tell a story of his exploits when his estim- 
able better half, closing the book which she had been reading, said : 

“Ezekiel, my love, Lam giad you have returned, 1 was so dull 
without you that I took up the Bible to pass the time and, very 


curiously becanse, in that wonderful chapter it says ‘Al! liars 
shall have their part in the lake which burneth with fire and 
brimstone.’ By-the-way, have you canght any fish?” 

“Well—er—er—no, no 1—er—didn't—cate An TEnIO a 
atammered, “b-b-but [ thought as you'd heen reckoning on havin 
some fish for supper | wouldn't disappoint you, so de-ee called 
on the fishmonger and—er—bought these! ’ 

And such a look of pious resignation came over his face as he 
laid the fish down on the table and took a chair by the fire that 
the cat, not knowing what to make of such unusual veracity, arose 
from the hearthrug and made a stately exit. 

But, really, aren’¢ some women—? 


——_~———— 


GRANNIE. 


By a fire that is burning brightlv, 
Sits Grannie the whole day through, 
And the weight on hor head sits lightly 
Of her foar score years and two. 
And brave little jokes trip gaily 
From the placid old creature's tongue : 
Though her frame groweth feebler inti , 
Yet her heart—oh, her heart is young 


She knows, as the days keep gliding, 
That she ‘shortly will reach the day 
When the ghort on the pale horse riding 
Will beckon her hence away. 
But no agonized glance, or fearful, 
On the phantom by Grannie is flung. — 
Her death, as her life, will be chéeerfu 
She is old, but her heart is young ! 


Why is her mind so contented ? 
Her life has from sin been free ; 

In doing good deeds she has spent it, 

And a blessed reward has she. 
May we cherish that life's rich lessons ! 

May they never aside be flung, 
Until we, in our own senescence, 

Shall have he hearts that are ws arm and young! 


HUNDREDS AND D THOUSANDS. 

“A,8.C.H.,” which is short for “ALLY SLOPER's C HRISPMAS 
Hovipays,” will be published on Monday, December 7th. [You 
must ASCH for it, and see that you get it. 

How can you transform a square object into a circular one ?— 
By turning it ROUND. 

‘To enjoy a whele holiday and a jolly one—Get two “ HALF: 
Hontpays "—this week's and last week's, for instance, 

Dox't take your better half to Ventnor. You might have her 
ventnor indignation on you. 

A DANGEROUS PIT-FALL — When Storer flopped neck over 
heels out of the “ Friv.” amphitheatre, 

Must the wit of a pun gent. be necessarily pun- gent, too? 

TAILORS are bad agrieniturists. They send us many a vest home, 
but never a “ har-vest home.” 


curiously, lighted upon a chapter in Revelations, | say very | 
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SLOPER'S SELEOT aria EY GALIGHABEY, OTHE EOITORS LETTEREOX. 6 | £SLOPERS SELEOr DIsRAny. 
A TERRIBLE VENGEANCE. 


(A RoMANCE OF LOVE AND MONEY.) 
<= 


CHAPTER III. 


JoHN BRAMWELL ROBERTSON paced sadly in the vicinity of the 
eastmost haystack of the farm near the cottage which contained 
the lovely form of 
her whom in the 
depth of his heart he 
now called =“ his 
Mary.” 

He paced el 
because he was sac 
All lovers pace sadly 
when they feel sad, 
and a cheerful lover 
has not yet been in- 
vented in_ fiction. 
When he is invented, 
he will probably pace 
cheerfully, though it 
faa dark secret as to 
how he will accom- 
plish it. It is difti- 
enlt to hit upon a 
pace which could 
come under the des- 
eription of cheerful. 
If a man walked 
quickly, he might 
enly seem ina hurry, 
and if he introduced 
fragments of horn- 
pipes into his pace, 
ve would only look 


idiotic. However, 
John Bramwell 
Robertson — walked 


sadly. The reason 
for his sadness was 
that he almost felt he did not deserve all the happiness that had 
‘allen to his lot that afternoon when Mary said she loved him. 

Tle was poor, and there was also a donbt as to how he was to 
accumulate sufficient bullion to fulfil his promise to provide 
aer with the two roomed cottage he had promised. The financial 
millennium foreshadowed by the Allotments Bill wae not yet at hand. 

As John Bramwell Robertson paced and ponderec (still sadly), 
he happened to cast his eves in the direction of Mary's renigte ce, 
where he saw a sight which froze him with horror. Smith's dog 
was proceeding leisurely in his direction. Smith's dog was as yet 
nnware of John Bramwell Robertson's presence, but at any moment 
he might become aware of the fact that he was there. John 
Bramwell Robertson at once east off the sad pace,and made record 
time for the nearest tree. Smith's dog saw the movement, and 
bounded forward to take part in the proceedings, It was too late to 


Paced tadly. 


Lita G Gp 7 ML of ye - 2 


Made record time. 


taste fresh meat, but it was in sufficient time to secure a liberal 
sample of fustian trouser, From the manner in which the dog dealt 
with the fragment of fustian, it was evident that it would have pre- 
ferred George dec lined to satisfy its depraved tastes, and 
clung to the branch of the tree on which he was roosting. 

The dog sat down to wait for developments. These came in the 
form of another dog, which held different political opinions. They 
began to argue, and then tried forcibly to convince one another. 
Smith's dog chawed an ear off the other dog, and the other dog 
took three inches off the tail of Smith's dog,and then they chewed 
samples out of one another promiscuously, 

George Bramwell Robertson, while the discussion was proceeding, 
had time to think of his position. It struck him as remarkable 
that Mary had omitted to see that the Sinith dog was fastened up 
as she had promised. Her omission had ruined a pair of trousers, 
and had led to subsequent injuries to the dog, which could not fail 
to be de- 
trimen- 
hy to fs 

oulc j 
she be & 
untrne? € 

“Ah!” 
he sud- 5 
denly 
mutter- 
ed, as he 

saw, 

from his ({ 
coign of 
‘vantage 
on the 
tree, two 
forms 
leave the 
Smith 


and 
saunter towards the ‘disteie t 
in which he was perched, 

The discussion between 
the dogs had been so_ far 
settled that each had retired 
to lick its wounds, and he~ 
was free to descend, but the 
two figures were now 50 near 
that George decided to waii -- 
tillthey passed. Smith's dog 
had left an inadequacy about 
his trousers, which he shrank 
from eaeang ander the notice of others, and he felt that a 
conld not fail to see him ashe descended. Slowly they mpprosches, 
and just as they were beneath the branc h of tho tree, he heard a 
male voice say, “When shall it be?” 

“As soon as yon like, dearest.” was the reply, unmistakably in 
Mary’ voice, “There was a doll flop on the ernst of creation, 
George could not stand this treachery, He had dropped from the 
tree, and stood confronting the traitorons pair with glaring eyes, 

(To oe continued newt week.) 


They began te argue, 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 225.—Mn. CHARLES ABSOLON, F.O.S. 


“Charles Absolon is really a remarkable old man, being now 
reventy-five years, and having been associated with cricket from 
tle moment of his birth. It is strange, but nevertheless true, 
that on the day he was born a family of crickets took up their 
abnde on the domestic hearth of the Absolons pére et mére, This 
“cricket family —the insects, of course, we mean—nymbered 
eleven members in all, which everyone must allow isan extra- 
orlinary coincidence; for who does not know that eleven is 
the number forming an ordinary cricketing team. We men- 
tion these facts as showing how intimately Charles has been 
connected with ericket from the first, and there is little doubt 
that the love of the national pastime will remain with him while 
lhe has the shadow of a breath left in his body. It cannot 
be said that Charles has had a very eventful career, as, with the 
exception of the breaking of several legs, arins, heads, etc., and the 
dislocating of sundry collar-bones, the sum total of his accom- 
plishments in the higher art of cricket is complete. In the less 
important branches of the game, such as averages, etc., our hero 
stauds unsurpassed, and we can only compare him with his 
younger rival and world’s cricketing champion, Dr. W. G. 
Grace. Chiefly because he is a sturdy old veteran, our hero was 
ercated F.O.5., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to 
him November ist, 1400."—Debrett Improved. 


AW . 


* j'lease to remember the 5th of November.” Just as if anyone 
could possibly forget it! 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


He, 1 believe so. 


(1). Charles (the Crow-searer), “ Yus, that's old Mother Faggot, Bill. They say as 
she's a witch. Jes’ wait till she goes out to cit ‘er mor'in’ dram, an’ we'll have some 
larks with 'er."——(2). “There she goes. Don't let ‘er eatch yer eye, or she'll sirivel 
(3). “That's it, Choriey, fill the bloomin’ bellers up 


yer up like a dried herrin’.” 


DANCING GIRLS. 
Ciape.: 


No. 19. 
The girl who always forgets her fan. 
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She. Is it true that Madame Longhead is about to marry De Langley ? 


She, But I hear there is consumption in his family. 
He, Perhaps that's the reason she is going to enter it. Her father is an undertaker, you know. 


HI-TIDOLY-HI-TI! 


“Hould your whist, now. Don't the cocks and 
hens all think they're water-fowls, now there's a 
pond all over the garden? Sure they'll be afther 
laying duck’s eggs, and I'll be making more money.” 


aS 


(Saturday, November 7, 1891, 


“ It's all very well chaffing me. Just try a couple of 


these Trinidad squelchers yourself,and if you Pree: gk 
yourself at the crater of Vesuvius in ten minutes, I'll 
never smoke again.” : 


A_ FINISHING TOUCH; 
Or, how Little Johnny Torment made his Mark. 


with gunpowder, an’ look sharp about it, afore she comes back.”"——(4). He, he! 
Now we'll see the old gal enjoy ‘er littie surprise party. ‘Talk about raisin’ the denj!. 
T'll back she'll- --"——(5). Baug! Bang!: Bang!!! Great success of the litile 
surprise party and the complete wrecking of a once happy home. 


A GARDEN FANCY. 


Dedicated to lovers of earth's brightest flower, viz., woman. 


